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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ways, to create new images and force them into coherence 
in fresh words, to penetrate beyond externals. Let us, 
therefore, glorify Science, Nature, Patriotism, and our dog 
which has just died (vide, A Dog's Death). As soon as the 
new tariff is passed, we shall again have peace on earth. 
Fen Landscape is the single poem in the volume that 
one may in good conscience select to quote. However, it 
is not representative: 

Wind waves the reeds by the river, 
Grey sky lids the leaden water, 
Ducks fly low across the water, 
Three flying — one quacks sadly. 

Grey are the sky and the water, 
Grey the lost ribbons of reed-beds, 
Small in the silence a black boat 
Floats upon wide pale mirrors. 

Pearl Andelson 



RED WRATH 

Bars and Shadows — the Prison Poems of Ralph Chaplin. 

With an Introduction by Scott Nearing. Leonard Press, 

New York. 

A book like this makes one wonder at the futility of 
certain human laws and processes. Mr. Chaplin, free, 
was an I. W. W. agitator shooting off social fireworks 
more explosive than destructive. Mr. Chaplin, imprisoned 
these five years, becomes a martyr-poet, shaping his 
dreams into arrow-pointed far-travelling songs. Society 
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Red Wrath 

doesn't like this or that revolutionist, and so it sends him 
to prison, the gallows or the stake — in other words, sends 
him exactly where his suffering will make the most 
effective appeal to the imaginations of men, so that each 
word will drop weightily from his lips like minted gold. 
Here is the first half of The Red Feast: 

Go fight, you fools! Tear up the earth with strife 
And spill each other's guts upon the field; 

Serve unto death the men you served in life 
So that their wide dominions may not yield. 

Stand by the flag — the lie that still allures; 

Lay down your lives for land you do not own, 
And give unto a war that is not yours 

Your gory tithe of mangled flesh and bone. 

But whether it be yours to fall or kill, 
You must not pause to question why nor where. 

You see the tiny crosses on that hill? 
It took all those to make one millionaire. 

It was for him the seas of blood were shed, 
That fields were razed and cities lit the sky; 

And now he comes to chortle o'er the dead — 
The condor Thing for whom the millions die. 

The bugle screams, the cannons cease to roar. 

"Enough! enough! God give us peace again." 
The rats, the maggots and the Lords of War 

Are fat to bursting from their meal of men. 

This may be rather tawdry poetry, and to some of us 
it seems loose thinking; but it is like to prove bitter 
propaganda. If the lords of things as they are wished to 
speed the day of 
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The mighty proletarian dictature 

they could not do better than keep such men as Ralph 
Chaplin in prison. 

Alas, how is it that the world jogs on regardless when 
such cries are ringing in its ears? Are we then of little 
faith? And are they prophets who can sing 

Accursed Monster, nightmare of the years, 
Pause but a moment ere you pass away — 
Pause and behold the earth made clean and pure! 

And so forth. These passionate pleaders actually believe 
that a day of social justice will dawn — nay, is dawning, 
when, under a "proletarian dictature" of imposed 
equalities, the lion and the lamb, the jackal and the 
prairie-dog, the ass and the race-horse, the elephant and 
the kangaroo, will live together in choral harmony, con- 
tributing and consuming each his just and reasoned 
communistic dole! Believe it — they go to prison, they 
suffer and die for it; they set up a temporarily proletarian 
autocracy in Moscow to prove it, and cling to the faith 
when their shaky Russian structure rings hollow with 
famine and brazen with force, and when Lenine, dying in 
the seat of the Tzars, surely knows at last that he at- 
tempted the impossible, and faces, like many another 
magnanimous dreamer, the tragic irony of his failure. 

Ah me, "the Revolution" lags because, not of the 
apathy, but of the common sense of the world. Democ- 
racy is an education in common sense, therefore the 
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Revolution will lag to utter weariness in this democracy 
of ours, which has learned that slow adjustments are 
more effective than swift ones toward inducing such a 
measure of social justice as may be attainable under the 
limitations of human nature, which is always inexorably 
and adorably foolish and selfish and vain. So let the red 
agitators talk and the red poets sing, and for God's sake 
open their prison gates! We need their fire, their color, 
we need the fervor of their dream. And we need not fear 
that the structure of our civilization will fall before them. 
We have wandered some distance from our text. There 
is better poetry in Mr. Chaplin's book than the fierce 
stanzas quoted above — for example, The Warrior Wind, 
or this one, Mourn not the Dead, which opens the book: 

Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie — 
Dust unto dust — 

The calm, sweet earth that mothers all who die 
As all men must. 

Mourn not your captive comrades who must dwell — 

Too strong to strive — 

Within each steel-bound coffin of a cell, 

Buried alive. 

But rather mourn the apathetic throng — 
The cowed and the meek — 
Who see the world's great anguish and its wrong 
And dare not speak! 

H.M. 
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